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I like to touch your tattoos in complete 

darkness, when I can’t see them. I’m sure of 

where they are, know by heart the neat 

lines of lightning pulsing just above 

your nipple, can find, as if by instinct, the blue 

swirls of water on your shoulder where a serpent 

twists, facing a dragon. When I pull you 

to me, taking you until we’re spent 

and quiet on the sheets, I love to kiss 

the pictures on your skin. They’ll last until 

you’re seared to ashes; whatever persists 

or turns to pain between us, they will still 

be there. Such permanence is terrifying. 

So I touch them in the dark; but touch them, trying.

Sonnet V
Edna St. Vincent Millay
1892-1950
If I should learn, in some quite casual way, 
That you were gone, not to return again-- 
Read from the back-page of a paper, say, 
Held by a neighbor in a subway train, 
How at the corner of this avenue 
And such a street (so are the papers filled) 
A hurrying man--who happened to be you--  
At noon to-day had happened to be killed, 
I should not cry aloud--I could not cry 
Aloud, or wring my hands in such a place-- 
I should but watch the station lights rush by 
With a more careful interest on my face, 
Or raise my eyes and read with greater care 
Where to store furs and how to treat the hair.  
